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'Put the sitting-room lights out, dear/ said Mrs. Rylands
instantly, with great presence of mind. And then as Signor
Vinciguerra stumbled up the next flight of steps she whispered:
* The door to the left and we are safe!'
Frant was in the ante-room immersed in a book and didn't
even look up as they passed across it.
Mrs. McManus too had her disconcerting moment. Follow-
ing discreetly, she discovered Miss Fenimore, just too late, in
the sitting-room entrance. 'I never did!' cried Miss Fenimore.
'Why! I said good night to you on the staircase just a moment
ago?5
'There's no harm in saying it again/ said Mrs. McManus.
4But you went upstairs?5
'And came down again.5
'It's not half a minute.9
'I'm that quick/ said Mrs McManus, and left her still wonder-
ing.
* It's like second sight or having one of those doppel-gangers/
said Miss Fenimore. ' I just went into the sitting-room to switch
off the light. I hardly did more than turn round. Hasn't there
been some sort of trouble in the garden?3
'I heard a noise. Shouting and running it was/ said Mrs.
McManus. 'We'll have to ask Bombaccio tomorrow. Good night
to you/ and she disappeared above the landing.
Alone with her God so to speak, Mrs. McManus made a hideous
grimace at the invisible Miss Fenimore.
She found Mrs. Rylands in her husband's room, having her
hands kissed effusively by a weeping dishevelled middle-aged
man with a four days' beard. He had discarded the nurse's cloak
and her much too tight shoes, but he still wore her stockings
pulled over the ends of his trousers so that up to the waist he
looked like a brigand and above that, a tramp. 'Brave and kind/
he sobbed over and over again. 'I was at my ooltimate garsp.'
Mrs. McManus became aware that Frant had followed from the
ante-room attracted by the rich sounds of the kissing and praise.
'Miss Frant/ said Mrs. McManus closing the door on her, 'we'll
have to trouble you with a secret. Look at him there! A great
political senator he was, and see what they have made of him!
A friend of Mr. Rylands. He was being hunted to his death by
them Black Shirts and we've got to hide him from them. None of
the servants must know. They aren't safe, not a single one of them.